June 20 3:24
to Ira
Subject: What I'm zoning-out on while not working
Can't concentrate now--distracted with happenings of yesterday.
Told story at lunch about cleaning my fish bowl at home, had no intent to say anything profound.
Feel like Maxwell Smart at times. Nervous about being controlled by spirits. Anyway, I left out
some of the story when I told it at lunch. Here's the complete version:
Over the weekend, I noticed the water in my fish tank was about 3 inches low out of 10, the water
was green and there was disgusting scum coating the place where the water had dropped. I
grabbed a few paper towels and attempted to wipe the scum. It didn't come off very well. I
refilled the water and squirted declorinator into the tank feeling guilty for not setting the refill water
aside first to let the declorinator work.
I went back to picking passages from the bible, meditating on them and writing about it in my
journal. Next passage was from the New Testament (Christian portion). It was about the betrayal
of Jesus. I was immediately alarmed and anxious. Then, I read the text and it described
the classic story of Jesus saying "the one who dips his hand in the dish with me will betray me..."
or something like that. Nervous, I searched for a shallow interpretation and concluded it was
merely a reference to my goldfish. Honestly, I hate that passage because it can fill your
imagination with many crazy thoughts. Anyway, weeks earlier, it appeared I killed an algae eater
I bought, just after adding water (less than I had just added). I rushed to clean my tank properly,
removing that clorine filled water.
I went to the store and bought 2 2.5 Gallon jugs of arrow water. I cut a hole in the top of one and
grabbed a fish and released him into the jug. I noticed the water was much cooler than the old
water, perhaps because the store aisle was cooler than my appartment (78 degrees). I debated
about what to do--let them remain in cool water or chlorinated water. I wached the one in the jug
for a while and he seemed okay, if very inactive. I dropped the rest into the jug, cleaned the tank
properly and went to transfer the fish back. As I drained the water from the jug into the tank, a
fish got caught in the drain. I resqued him. All 7 fish survived the ordeal.
Now I can see them in the tank at all times and they run from me. They used to run to me to be
fed when I was near. They frantically swim into the corner into the plastic. As I said at lunch, fish
have memories. Either that, or they can now see out better? Perhaps, they came when I turnedon
the light before?
At lunch, I didn't tell the part about the chlorine being in the water because I didn't want to
mention the part about the Bible. I started thinking I must have sounded pretty cruel. I explained
to Serena that I got goldfish because they are hard to kill. I resqued them from the feeder fish
tank at Walmart for 10 cents a piece. I gave one tank to my sister and one tank to my brother for
Christmas with 10 fish in each. My brother's tank had 3 fish (and an algae eater they bought) and
was very clean last I saw it. My sister returned her tank to me when I got my appartment and it
had 7 fish in it.
Serena asked if I had names for them. I was ashamed I didn't really. There's not a good way to
tell them apart except for one which is white and one which is big. We talked about tagging them
somehow and I mentioned putting earrings in them.
At lunch Serena mentioned $500 dollar fish. Joe mentioned getting Jack Dempsey fish that ate
all his other fish.
That was the story... Here's the some of the analysis (I'll leave-out a certain theme):
My assumption about goldfish being hard to kill was based on childhood observations up north
that gold fish seemed to be in many littles pond and bits of water around. They didn't appear to
be some wimpy tropical fish. I used to get caught-up in evolutionary theories but, now, get
nervous about the dark, harshness of the topics.
I'll say a little about some of the things I've consedered which were unorthodox analysis fo why
things are the way they are. Catholicism certainly doesn't encourage theories of evolution or
even say anything about it. Similarly, Judaism doesn't either. Catholicism, if anything makes less
of a big deal with ancestry and all that then other faiths. (I'm not sure caring about your lineage
reflects, necessarily, dark evolutionary thoughts, but it might.)
This is a delicate subject, so I'll approach it as best I can...
I read a passage that said God exaulted the Jews in Egypt. I'd have to check exactly how it was
worded, but I'd say most people'd pass-over that. (Wow... getting inspired/possessed here.)
Anyway, let's just say getting subjected to slavery can do things to you... not all bad. I wouldn't
wish for slavery, frankly, because I don't care that much one way or the other about the distant
future--it's God's business.
Christianity speaks of things like the meek inheriting the Earth. I actually see how something like
that could come to pass.
Before getting too one-sided, let me say that yesterday I went home and opened a passage
(commentary actually) that said Jesus explained to his disciples they should be fishers of all
different types of fish. Jesus used the analogy of fishing for bring people into the faith.
Switching momentarily to a different subject. I went for a walk after talking with you last night to
get some yogert. I stumbled onto a downed powerline. I saw the end before coming close,
laughed and started taking baby steps in case I was being spied upon. I got home and wrote in
my journal that I'd have alerted nevada power except I noticed other lines that were clearly under
construction. Then I said, maybe the Homeland Security should be notified that citizens should
take baby steps near downed power lines, except it may inspire terrorists. (More info for the
spies.) Jumping ahead to late in the night riding around in my car, Arafat announced a peace 
deal... thought he might be taking baby steps or it might be something having to do with that
electric fence. (Not very compelling coincidence but interesting... perhaps just one for fun.)
The woman from the movie, A Fish called Wanda was on Jay Leno last night.
In the car I heard a preacher talk about jars of clay. I didn't remember but that's a common
Christian story--"We hold a treasure in Jars of Clay". The preaching was not about evolution, but
was more orthidox and, frankly, a better interpretation of the goldfish story. It said the Master
passed-over the proud containers of precious metals or christal and selected a broken jar of clay.
He fixed it and, basically, it was a story of love on both sides.
Getting hints here I should move on (Serena's saying does my Sam's card say graphic
technologies or is it on your personal account...), maybe after getting this off-my mind. Couple
quick things...
Heard a song from the 80's called Orange Crush by R.E.M. Some of the words are:
"That's me in the corner,
losing my religion,
oh no I said too much..."
"Catholic" means universal. My Mom explained that we have the fullness of the truth. I haven't
figured-out if everyone's meant to be Catholic or if we need different fish out there. That's
probably a sinful unorthidox interpretation. Maybe I better consult with someone first.
Anyway,
I'm thinking too much.
Terry